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Into its wither d Arms, depriv d of Leaves, 


N thoſe cold Climares, hte the gun appears 


Unwillingly, and hides his Face in Tears; 
dreadful Vale lies in a Deſart Iſle, 


here a thick Grove of Aged Cyprefs Trees, 
hich none without an awful horror ſees, 


hole Flocks of ill preſaging Birds receives: 
oiſons ate all the Plants the Soil will bear, 
\nd Winter is the only Seaſon there. 


Millions of Graves cover the fpacious Field, * 


nd ſprings of Blood a thouſand Rivers vient 
2 ſtreams oppreſt with Carcaſes and Bones, 


ad of gentle Murmurs, pout forth Groans. 
Wichin this Vale a famous Temple ſtands, 
Ad as the World it ſelf, which it . : 
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108 
Round is its Figure, and four Iron Gates | 
Divide Mankind, by order of the Fates. 
There come in Crouds, doom'd to one common Grave, 
The Young, the Old, the Monarch, and the Slave. 

] 


Old Age, and Pains, which Mankind moſt deplores, 
Are faithful keepers of thoſe ſacred Doors ; 

All dad in moutnful Blacks, which alſo load 

The ſacred Walls of this obſcure Abode, 


And Tapers of a pichy ſubſtance made, 
With Clouds of Smoak increaſe the diſmal Shade. 


A Monſter, void of Reaſon and of Sight, 
The Goddeſs is, who ſways this Realm of Night. 
Her Power extends oer all things that have breath, 
A Cruel Tyrant, aud her Name is Death. 
The faireſt Object of our wond ring Eyes 
Was newly offer'd up her Sacrifice; 
The adjoining places where the Altar ſtood, 
Yet bluſhing with the fair Almeria s Blood. 
When griey'd Orontes, whoſe unhappy flame 
Is known to all that &er converſe with Fame ; 
His mind poſſeſt by Fury and Deſpair, | 
Within the Sacred Temple made this Prayer: 
Great Deity ! Who in thy hands do#ſt bear 
That ruſty Scepter, which poor Mortals fear; 
Who wanting Eyes, thy ſelf reſpecteſt none, 
And neither ſpares the Laurel, nor the Crown ! 
Oh thou, whom all Mankind in vain withſtands! 
Each of whoſe Blood muſt one day ſtain thy hands! 


W 1 
Oh thou, who every Eye which ſees the Light, 
Cloſeſt again in an eternal Night! 

5 Open thy Ears, and hear ken to my Grief, 

3 To which thy only power can give Relief; 


—— 


come not hither to prolong my Fate, 
But wiſh my wretched Life a ſhorter date, 
And that the Earth would in its Bowels hide 
A Wretch, whom Heaven invades on every ſide ? 
That from the fight of day Icould remove, 
And might have nothing leſt me but my Love. 
Thou only Comforter of Minds oppreſt; 
| The Port, where wearied Spirits are at reſt 
Conducter to Ehfium! Take my Lite; 
My Breaſt I offer to thy Sacred Knife: 
So juſt a Grace refuſe not, nor deſpiſe 
A Willing, though a worthleſs Sacrifice. 
Others their frail and mortal State forgot, 
Before thy Altars are not to be brought 
Without conſtraint; the noiſe of dying rage, 
Heaps of the Slain of every Sex and Age, 
The blade all reeking in the gore ir ſhed, 
With ſever'd Heads and Arms confusdly ſpread 
The Rapid Flames of a perpetual Fire, 
The Groans of Wretches ready to expire: 
his Tragick Scene makes them in Terror live, 
ill that is forc*d which they ſhould freely give, 
FY iclding unwillingly what Heaven will have, 
Their fears eclipſe the Glory of their Grave. 
, Pefore thy Face they make undecent moan, 
O Hud feel a hundred Deaths in fearing one; 
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The flame becomes nb dle in their Breaſt, | 
And he a Murtherer, who was a Prieſt , 
His Hands profan'd in breaking Nature's Chain, 

By which the Body does the Soul detain : 

But againſt me thy ſtrongeſt Forces call, |. 
And on my Head let all the Tempeſt fall; ' 
- Noſhrinking back ſhall any weakneſs ſhew, | 

And calmly P11 expect the fatal blow; 

My Limbs not trembling, in my mind no fear, 

Plaints in my Mouth, nor in my Eyes a Tear. 

Think not that time, our wonted ſure relief, | 
That univerſal Cure for every grief, 3 

Whoſe Aid ſo many Lovers oft have found, E--1 

With like ſucceſs can ever heal my wound ; 

Too weak's the Power of Nature, or of Art; 

Nothing but Death can caſe a broken heart. 
And that thou mayſt behold my helpleſs ſtate, 

Learn the extreameſt rigor of my Fate. 
Amidſt th* innumerable beauteous Train, 
. Pars the Queen of Cities, does contain, 
| Ih he faireſt Town, the largeſt, and the beſt, 
| So fair Almeria ſhin'd above the reſt. 
From her bright Eyes to feel a hopeleſs flame, 
| Was of our Y outh the moſt ambitious aim; 
Her Chains were marks of Honour to the brave, 
1 She made a Prince when cer ſhe made a Slave. 
1 Love under whoſe Tyrannick power I groan, 
Shew'd me this Beauty cer *twas fully blown; 
Her tim'rous charms, and her unpractis'd look, 
— Their firſt aſſurance from my Conqueſt took, 


EF 
| By wounding me, ſhe learnt the fatal Art, 
And the firſt ſigh ſhe had, was from my heart; 
My Eyes with Tears moiſtning her ſnowy Arms, 
|  Render'd the Tribute owidg to her Charms: 
But as I ſooneſt of all Mortals paid 
ö My Vows, and to her Beauty Altars made; 
So among all thoſe Slaves that ſigh'd in vain, 
She thought me only worthy of my Chain: 
Love's heavy Burthen, my Submiſſive Heart 
Endur'd not long, before ſhe bore her part ; 
My violent flame melted her frozen Breaſt, 
And in ſoft Sighs her Pity ſhe expreſt; 
Her gentle Voice allay'd my raging Pains, 
And her fair hands ſuſtain'd me in my Chains, 
| Even Tears of Pity waited on my moan, 
And tender Looks were caſt on me alone. 
My hopes and dangers were leſs mine, than hers, 
Thoſe fil'd her Soul with Joys, and theſe with Fears: 
Our hearts united, had the ſame deſires, 
And both alike, burn'd in impatient Fires. 
Too Faithful Memory ! I give thee Leave 
Thy wretched Maſter kindly to deceive; 
Make me not once poſſeſſor of her Charms; 
Let me not find her languiſn in my Arms; 
Paſt Joys are now my Fancies mournful Theams; 
Make all my happy Nights appear bur Dreams: 
Let not that Bliſs before my Eyes be brought : 
Oh! hide thoſe Scenes from my tormenting Thoughe 
And in their place, diſdainful Beauty ſhew, 
gt chou would ſt not be ere! make her ſo; 
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And ſomething to abate my deep deſpair, 
Oh, let her ſeem leſs Gentle, or leſs Fair. 
But I in vain, flatter my wounded Mind, 
Never was Nymph ſo Lovely or ſo Kind: 
No cold Repulſes, my Deſires ſuppreſt, 
I ſeldom figh'd but on Almeria's Breaſt ; 


Of all the Paſſions which Mankind deſtroy, 
I only felt exceſs of Love and Toy : 


Numberleſs Pleaſures charm'd my Senſe, and they - 
Were as my Love, without the leaſt Allay. 

As pure, alas, but not ſo ſureto laſt, 

For like a pleaſing Dream, they all are paſt. 

From Heay'n her Beauty like fierce Light'ning came, 
Which breaksthrough darkneſs with its glorious Flame, 
A while it ſhines, a while our Sight it chears, 

Bat ſoon the ſhort-liv'd Comfort diſappears, 


And thunder follows, whoſe reſiſtleſs Rage, 


None can withſtand, and nothing can aſſwage. 
So oft the Light which thoſe bright flaſhes gave, 
Serves only to conduct us to our Grave. 


When I had juſt begun Love's Joys to taſte, 
(1 hoſe full Rewards for Fears and Dangers palt ) 
A Fever ſeiz d her, and to nothing brought 
The richeſt Work that ever Nature wrought. 
All things below, alas, uncertain ſtand 
The firmeſt Rocks are fix d upon the Sand; 
Under this Law keth Kings and Kingdoms bend 


And no beginning is without an end. 


Arm. ns 4 @_ CoA Ct tmw 


Cc, 


(9) 


| A Sacrifice to Time, Fate dooms us all, 
And at the Tyrant's Feet we daily fall: 


Time, whoſe bold hand alike doesbring to Duſt 
Mankind, and all thoſe Powers in which they truſt. 


Her waſted Spirits now begin to faint, 


* Yet Patience ties her Tongue from all Com plaint, 


And in her Heart, as in a Fort remains, 


But yields at laſt to her reſiſtleſs pains ; 


Thus while the Fever am'rous of his Prey, 
Through all her Veins makes his delightful way, 
Her Fate's like Semile's, the Flames deſtroy 

That Beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 

Her charming Face is in its Spring decay'd, . 

Pale grow the Roſes, and the Lillies fade ; 

Her Skin has loſt that Luſtre which ſurpaſt 

The Sun's, and did deſerve as long to laſt; 

Her Eyes,whichug'd to pierce the firmeſt hearts, 
Are now diſarm'd of all their Flames and Darts, 
Thoſe Stars now heavily and flowly move, 

And ſickneſs trinmphs in the Throne of Love, 
The Fever every moment more prevails, 

Its rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewails; 
She, whoſe Diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, 

Sighs now for Torment, as they ſigh for Love, 
And with loud Cries will rend the neighb'ring Air, 
Wounds my ſad heart, and wakens my Deſpair. 
Both Gods and Men I charge now with my loſs, 
And wild with Grief, my Thoughts cach other * 5 
| Y 


My Heart * Tongue * Waben extreams, 
That ſends up lighted Prayers, vhile this blaſphemes: 
] ask their help, whoſe malice I defy, 

And mingle &acriledge with Piety : | 

But that which does yet more perplex my mind, 

To love her truly, I muſt ſeem unkind : 


$o unconcern'd a Face my Sorrow wears, 4 

j muſt reſtrain unruly floods of Tears. 

My Eyes and Tongue put on diſſembling forms, 

I ſhew a calmneſs in the midſt of Storms, 

ſeem to hope, when all my hopes are gone, 

And almoſt dead, with Grief, diſcover none. 

But whocan long deceive a loving Eye, 

Or with dry Eyes behold his Miſtreſs die; 

When Paſſion had with all his Terrors brought 

TH approachingdanger nearer to my thought, l 

Offon a ſudden fell the forc'd diſguiſe, | 

And ſhew'd a ſighing heart in weeping Eyes, 

My apprehenſions now no more confin'd, 

Exposed my Sorrows, and betray” d my mind, 

The fair afflicted, Soos perceives my Tears, 

Explains my Sighs, and thence concludes my Fears; 

With ſad Preſages of her hopeleſs Caſe, 

She reads her Fate in my dejected Face; 

Then, feels my torment, and neglects her own, 

While lam ſenſible of hers alone; 

Each docs the others burden kindly bear, 

1 fear her Death, and ſhe bewails my Fear; | 

Though we thu: ſuffer under Fortune's Darts, t 1 

Iis only thoſe of Love which reach our hearts. | 
e | Means | 


es: 


Like Wind and Oyl increaſe the fatal fire. | 
Almeria, then, feeling the Deſtinies | 
About to ſhut her Lips, and cloſe her Eyes, * | | 
Weeping, in mine fix'd her fair trenabling hand, F 
And with theſe words, I ſcarce could underſtand ; F 


l dye, but dying thine, the Fates may prove 


Thy Memory, my Glory, and my Pain, 


That ſtill remains, though I from hence remove, 


Fn nts i} 
Mean-while the Fever mocks at all our Fears; | 


Grows by our Sighs, and rages at our Tears : 
Thoſe vain effects of our as vain deſire, 


Her Paſſion in a dying Voice expreſgd 
Half, and her Sighs alas, made out the reſt. _ | 
'Tis paſt; this pang, Nature gives oer the ſtrife 3 | 
Thou muſt thy Miſtreſs loſe, and I my Life; 


Their Conqueſt over me, but not my Love; 


In ſpight of death it ſelf, ſhall ſtill remain : | 
Ah! Dear Orontes, my hard Fatedenies = 
That hope is the laſt thing which in us dies: li 
From my griev'd Breaſt all thoſe ſoft thoughts are fled 
And Love ſurvives, although my hope is dead | 

I yield my Life, but keep my Paſhon yet, 

And can all thoughts but of Orontes quit; 

My flame increaſes as my ſtrength decays, 

Death, which puts our the Light, the heat does raiſe; 


] loſe my Lover, but I keep my Love. 
The Sigh, which ſent forth that laſt tender Word, 
Up towards the Heaven's like a bright Meter ſoar'd, 
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And the kind Nymph berek 0 all her Charms, 

Fell cold and breathleſs in her Lover's Arms; 

Which ſhews, ſince death could deny him relief. 
That tis in vain we hope to die with Grief. 


Goddeſi, who now my Fate has underſtood, 
Spare but my Tears, and freely take my Blood; 
Here let me end the the Story of my Cares, 
My diſmal Grief enough the teſt declares. 
Judge thou by all this Miſery diſplay'd, 
Whether I] ought not to implore thy Aid: 
Thus to ſurvive, reproaches on me draws, 
And my ſad Wiſhes have too juſt a Cauſe. 


Come, then, my only hope; in every place 
Thou viliteſt, Men tremble at thy Face, 
And fear thy Name; once let thy fatal hand 
Fall on a Swain, that does the blow demand. 
Vouchſafe thy Dart: I need not one of thoſe, 
With which thou doſt unwilling Kings depoſe3 
Thy weakeſt, my defir'd releaſe can bring, 
And free my Soul already on her wing. 
Bur ſince all Prayers and Tears are vain, I'll try, 
If, ſpight of thee, tis poſſible to die. 
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In Memory of Her MAJESTY | 
_ MART. 


4 
I. | 
Ong our divided State 1 


Hung in the Ballance of a doubtful Rae; 
When one bright Nymph the gath'ring Clouds diſpel'd 
And all the Griefs of Albion Heal'd. 

Her the united Land obcy'd, 

No more to Jealouſies inclind, 

Nor fearing Pow'r with ſo much virtue join d. 
She knew her Task, and nicely underſtood 
To what intention Kings are made, 

Not for their own, but for the Peoples good: 
"Twas that prevailing Argument alone, 
Determin'd Her to fill the vacant Throne. 
And yet with ſadneſs ſhe beheld 

A Crowa deyolving on her Head. 

(by the Exceſſes of a Prince milled ) 

When by her Royal Birth compell'd 


| cu) 
To what her God, and what her Country claim'd, 


( Tho? by a Servile Faction blam'd ) 
How graceful wete the Tears ſhe ſhed ! 


II. 
| When waiting only for a Wind, 


Againſt our Iſle the Pow'r of France was arm'd, 


Here ruling Arts in all their Luſtte ſhin'd; 


The Winds themſelves were by her Influence Charm d 
Whilſt her Authority and Care ſupply'd 


That Safety which the want of Troops deny'd, 
Secure and undiſtutb'd the Scene 

Of Allion ſeem'd, and like her Eyes, Serene : 
Vain was tl: 8 Force, Revenge and Pride, 
Maria Reign'd, and Heav'n was on our ſide. 
The Sceptre by her ſelf unſought, 

Gave double proofs of her Heroick mind; 
With Skill ſhe ſwaid it, and with caſe reſign” dz 
So the Dictator, from Retirement brought, 


Repell'd the Danger that did Rome alarm, 
And then return'd contented to his Farm. 


| 
Fatal to the Fair and Young, 


Accurſt Diſeaſe, how long 

Have wretched Mothers mourn'd thy Rage; | 

Rob'd of the hopes and comfort of their Age? 
From the unhappy Lover's ſide 

How often haſt thou torn the Blooming Bride! 

Now like a Tyrant riſing by degrees 


To worſe I aud blacker Villanics, EP 


—— 
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Practisd in Ruine for ſome * Ages paſt, 1 
Thou haſt brought forth a genral one at laſt ! 

Common Diſaſters Sorrow raiſe, 

But Heav'ns ſevereſt Frowns amaze! 

The QU EE N-— a Word, a Sound, 

Of Nations once the Hope, and firm ſupport, 
| Wealth of the needy, Guard of the Oppreſt, 
The Joy of all, the wiſeſt and the beſt , 7 
A Name that Ecchoes did rebound 


With loud Applauſe from Neighb'ring Shores, 
(Their Admiration, the Delight of ours) 


Becomes Unutterable now ! 

The Crowds in that defected Court 

Where languaſking MARIA lay, 

Want power to ask the News they came to know 

Silent their prooping Heads they bow; 

Silence it ſelf proclaims the approaching Woe ? 

Even He (MARIA s lateſt Care) 

Whom Winter Seaſons nor + contending Fove, 

Nor watchful Fleets cold from his glorious purpoſe 
move, 

Intrepid in the Storms of War, 

And in the midſt of flying Deaths ſedate, 


Now Trembles, now he ſinks. beneath the mighty 
Weight, | 
The Heroe to the Man gives way. 
IV. 
Unhappy Iſle, for half an Age a Prey 
To fierce Difſention, or Deſpotick Sway. 


* The ſmall Pox is ſaid to haus Reign'd in England abou? 250 pears. 
Foul Weather, ke 8 
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7 2 -oc matchleſs Form; —1 a Majeſtick Mien; 

l reſpected, fear'd, but more below d, 
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than her Laws, her great Example mov'd: 
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